FATHERS AND CHILDREN

a silver matchbox out of his pocket, and sent
it to Bazarov by Piotr.

*Wfll you have a cigar?' shouted Bazarov
again.

' Thanks/ answered Arkady.

Piotr returned to the carriage, and handed
him with the match-box a thick black cigar,
which Arkady began to smoke promptly,
diffusing about him such a strong and pungent
odour of cheap tobacco, that Nikolai Petrovitch,
who had never been a smoker from his youth
up, was forced to turn away his head, as im-
perceptibly as he could for fear of wounding his
son.

A quarter of an hour later, the two carriages
drew up before the steps of a new wooden house,
painted grey, with a red iron roof. This was
Maryino, also known as New-Wick, or, as the
peasants had nicknamed it, Poverty Farm,
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